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Editor's note
Rook

After publishing ten issues of COOP across 4 years, we
wanted to bring some of our favorite pieces from each zine
together into one very special edition! It was amazing to look
back on all our issues and see how far COOP has come. As |
reread each zine, | was surprised and delighted all over again by
so many pieces, a bunch of whi
collection. If this is your first time reading an edition of COOP
and you enjoyed what you saw here, take a look at our other
issues! Each one is full of tender, funny, insightful, dramatic,
colorful, and, above all, chickeny art and writing!

Thank you to all the contributors who help keep COOP
going, thank you to the readers who say such kind things, thank
you to alliyah, who is an excellent collaborator, and thank you to
all the chickens who have inspired so many wonderful works.

We hope to bring you many more issues of COOP in the
future, but until then, keep writing, keep drawing, and keep
clucking!



Editor's note
alliyah

Four years ago, a challenge to write chicken poetry among
our online writing community led to a crazy idea. What if we
made a poetry and art zine entirely dedicated to chickens? At this
point the first fledgling feathers toward COOP had emerged!
Initially we wereno6t sure if we v
full zine edition. As they say fAc
they hatch! o But from that first
have found that interest has only multiplied.

10 chickerhemed zines and 3 speeidition zines later and
webdbre still here, reveling in the
common and maybe even universal interest; yes, unapologetically
chickens. Each zine has brought a variety of perspectives and
voices into this rich conversation on art, poetry, creativity, and
life through this singular poultry lens. As we reflected on where

webve been and where webre going, B t _I;
was worth celebrating with a fABes est O
slice of each of our zines weobve

the most unforgettable poetry and art from COOP.

This zine highlights what have been some of our favorite
moments of this journey together, and we thank the artists and
poets chosen for allowing us to partner with them another time

together. We also trust that in the wonder of art, poetry, and )

chickens there will be many more favorite moments in the chickens Of our poetry
future. Thank you dear readers for cheering us on, sending

submissions, sharing COOP, and being part of this

conversation. Who knows what roads these chickens will cross

next?

Celebrating 10 issues
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International license.

Distribution Notice: This publication may be reproduced,
distributed, or transmitted in any form including digital
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Cover art: AWhere?0
by Kay Bradner

Drypoint and watercolor

Originally published in COOP Zine 6

Bring Me Winter

Valli Hawkins Mitchell
www.valihawkinsmitchellcom
Originally published in COOP Zine 5

The sun is too much. Bring me the quiet darkness of
winter.
| crave the sound of cars sloshing orbleek pavement,

endless rainy nights, shortened days, and gloomy mornings

when the chickens stay hunkered under dripping bushes,
the dawn so somber that even the roosters are
unimpressed.



underneath Northtown Mall's bridge
from the parking structure to the

main building
Joseph Self

@bigbot66 on Instagram
Originally published in COOP: Duck, Duck, Goose!

Pigeon down for peach blossoms. They swirl

down in concrete wind. So many times

we have learned to paint and failed to comprehend.
The newest rendition lies beneath, gray with guano
blended corners where the sweep brush failed.

This land belongs to the pigeons. Their king

has long since bonded with the immaterial and artificial.
He pecks at stained paper wrappers and the foundation
of this human attempt at sky. A covering

like a tent or a ceiling to replace what highest wields

is nothing new to him and he favors waddling the land
where his easy banquet will soon unfurl, but he, the king,
is not reserved against abandonment. He knows who
the angels are and it has always been them. Fast.
Unglorious.

Mottled

after a painting god saw while making the world

of green leaves giving way to vivid pink fire, which lifts
until it dies and black branches reign over the gray
firmament.
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Chickweed

Kurtis Ebeling
@kurtisebeling on Instagram
Forthcoming in COOP Zine 11

in the heavy summer swaths
of light and air
under the limbs of a crabapple

tree shadows stretch
and bloom against grass
with small white flowers

as chickens tiptoe
bob their necks and cluck
quietly along the taller

weeddgrowing into
a fence of greening
wood and thin wire

oto peck at the soft flesh

of rotting fruit  sweltering
in the sweet summer air

H ¢



Chicken Curry i refused 1o believe in chickens

Shraya Singh whatchamacallit
@thechroniclert2 on Instagram Originally published in COOP Zine 1
Forthcoming in COOP Zine 11

My mother never touches meat. She never dips her
fingers in the sink where my brother soaks the breasts and
wings and legs, where he washes the blood off each piece,

still warm with waning life. She never carves her knife with a bright yellow chick
along the edges of the soft fidble same pink as the inner cupped like a scoop of stardust
corner of rose petéland never watches as my brother in my palms,

chops it up, as he caresses its supple divots with the pads of
his fingers. And so, it marinates. In silence, in a mix of
turmeric and garam masala and hing and salt and whatever
else my brother has rummaged from the spice cuplioard

i can't imagine how dandelion down
can become autumn leaves
of brown red and orange

marinates in a space by the window beneath the ledge f”‘”d though i 'f”OW even suns havg timers
laden with spider plants, their leaves a verdant waterfall i refuse to believe this fluffy little thing
that falls neatly into the space above the sink. will one day burst into a supernova.

My brother and | never ask her where she goes in the
seconds, minutes, hours, as the scent spreads, of spices and
eventually cooking meat, in the time that the chicken lays
claim over her kitchen. Wedve
hopeless reprimands as she looks away from our mouths,
our teeth tearing at flesh, tongues licking lips stained with
gol den masal a. Il n the night we
the bronze temple bell ringing in her hand as she chants
verses for her gods, as she soaks her ring finger in roli and
touches their foreheads with a gentleness she has never
shared with us. In the morning she will tell us the chickens
are our brothers, our sisters, our bodies in another life,
another reincarnation. And we will shake our heads and
say they are not our gods, they are not our chickens, at least
not yet.

HY M



My Lovely Neighbors

Ray

clorofolle on Tumblr

Pen, watercolor, pencil

Originally published in COOP Zine 4

in the egg carton
Tamara Sanjani

Ink on paper, digitally colored
Originally published in COOP Zine 8



Blessing

Whitney Gratton
Originally published in COOP Zine 4

7 ' | wish you

//4“ hens upon hens

‘)?: upon hend

\si to the seventh generation

\ may your <childrenos
childrenédés children
never want
for eggs.

Penny the Polish Nen

recreatejoy

@r.ecreatejoy on Instagram
Digital

Originally published in COOP Zine 3
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Peckings

Olive Greene
@slutforthemoon on Twitter/X
Originally published in COOP Zine 2

We fell asleep in the chicken coop last night

Because it looked like warmth, and eggs, and not being so

fragile all the time

The feathers clinging to my legs like sticky pearls, and |

said Athis is special this 1is
againo and you said nothing be
You dreamt of clipped wings and | named the hen

repeatedly, my vegetarianism worn around my neck in

a silver locket, because my mother told me chickens

like shiny things.

| 6m covered in peck marks and
instead of good morning, but | always wanted freckles.
Theyoll fade in a week and 1 06l

sleepwalking back here, desperate to feel wanted.

| spent the night in a chicken coop and the world respun
itself, my body always reclaimed by something

smaller than me.

But maybe he built it up \
weather that peeled the paint but his own fingers
scratching it from the weary wood. Maybe the walls were
flimsy because he hadndét na
broke the tractor on a drunken bender. Maybe he starved
the chickens.

The farmer stood stiff before he bent down and ripped
a rock from the ground and pulled his arm back and with a
great shout he hurled it at the wall. It hit a support beam
with a thunderous, catastrophic bang, thundering and
echoing outwards. It was silent, but then the wood buckled
and bent and he heaved great gasps and the walls swayed
inward and before he could so much as regret it the entire
barn collapsed around him in an instant.



Barn

Wyley Frohlich Jungerman
Originally published in COOP Zine 9

He remembered building it, laying down the flooards

and painting the door all pretty and slathering the walls with
burning red paint. He built it up and filled it out with

horses and his shiny new tractor and the chickens raced
through it squawking and chirping and it had been filled
with so much life and loud that it nearly burst at the seams.

Time was not a kind predator. He stood in its canwed
interior and felt the weight of the sky heavy on the roof and
the wind pummeling the walls and he felt nothing but an
ache of empty hunger. It was a starved beast, nothing but
peeling red paint and harsh splinters and broken planks. It
was an old hen molting through its sickness, and it swayed
with the same feebleness, creaking with weary wheezing that
clung to the last pleading vestiges of life with its aching
fingers. He looked around it with hate and anger because
the tractor was broken and hebo

chickens hadnoét | aid eggs in m

maybe it was his fault for not taking care enough, but the
idea was such a poisoned, cruel thing that he would rather
believe just about anything else.

and watch the geese take flight

Ellie Simmons
Originally published in COOP: Duck, Duck, Goose!

warmth is, especially

on the sunbaked rocks of the river,
a reminder of youth.

i return on occasion in the summer,
dip my feet in the chilling water
and consider how i never feared.

I keep to the shore when i visit,

for the wade to the field

of sun kissed sedimentary

requires a tread through currents
abrading and deep,

seething around my ankles.

the child that i once was

never saw the threat,

never distrusted the waters,
despite the numbness of the limbs
that comes with the cold.

there was no danger in a sweeping current,
no hesitation as she reached

for the geese, who surely

would nip at her fingers

if drawn too close.

i linger on the brink of the waters now,
and watch the geese take flight
from their perches

on the suavarmed rocks



3 Quail Haiku

MA. Dubbs
@madubbspoetry on Instagram
Originally published in COOP: Duck, Duck, Goose!

ABobwhite Quail o then theyo6ll spend their 1

Whistle speech from brush and eating their rivals, and straining upward with pursed,

a throat white, black border chin prehensile lips

breast breathing peeled bark toward happiness, that greenest, furthest frond in the
canopy,

because the eye desires to look upward, and because
everything below sooner or later begins to taste like
ACal i fornia Quail o chicken.
Their black or brown plumes
tilt down on beak, shake with run
marching quail shako

AMont ezuma Quail o
Stubby fowl between

oaks and juniper forest

eerie cry hidden



Chickens, Children, and Dinosaurs

Paul Hostovsky
paulhostovsky.com
Originally published in COOP Zine 9

Chickens make me think of dinosaurs

because they have that dinosaur BA/A n 6t y o u

see it? And dinosaurs make me think of children

because children love dinosaurs. Maybe the children

love the dinosaurs because the dinosaurs

were doomed, too. And didnot
The chickens are mostly doomed, the dinosaurs

were all doomed, and the childlena n 6t y ou

seeit®@ he chil dren are disappear:.

turning into us. Take, for example,

this group of fourth graders pushing and shoving

and shuffling through the Museum of Natural History,

like a long line of cockeyed cursive letters

in a penmanship book, each resting a hand

on the shoulder of the next, walking elepHashion

under the enormous skeletons of the dinosaurs,

whose names are so long that if you stood them up
vertically

they might reach the small brains of the dinosaurs
themselves.

Already the children are disappearing off the faces

of themselves, growing up much too soon, beginning

to forget what the rest of wus

remember, either. First their imaginations will dry up,

H H

Chicken and egg

Teri Anderson

@tinyteri13 on Instagram
Embroidery thread on cotton canvas
Originally published in COOP Zine 4




May
Mia Nelson

internetpoems.substack.com
Originally published in COOP Zine 9

You text me a song about never sleeping together,

not even that one Sunday afternoon: yes, | think.

Even though all we did was sleep with each other,

you got it right. Il mean: i

then were we ever? Did that afternoon happen?

Wobbly table, switching seats with me because of the sun,

how you pulled me into your orbit, how you gave me

the darkness | needed. Gripped the water glass, took my

cold hands and pressed both sides of your face. Yes,

| took your temperature with my body; lsiek, my official

diagnosis. Condensation on my fingers, | traced Punnett
squares

on your kneeap. Our baby would have: pajamas on at noon,

strawberry jam on her cheeks, blue eyes. Never will | forget

the delight you felt knowing that it was possible, even likely.

| love biology because it is the study of living things and you

were so alive to me, sleeping on your back, eating the cores

of apples, being woken up by the rain. At the farm this week,

a tiny boy named Eli needed to collect eggs or he would die,

which is what he told me. He would die. So we ran to the red

coop over the mud hill and past the Holsteins and there were

two blue eggs and he held them like you once held my eye

in those rooms where no one else was in on the joke.

While the other kids threw hay at each other

or snuck through the baby goat pen,



